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TO  MY  MUSE 

Familiar  maid !  I'm  conscious  that  a  debt 

Of  gratitude  and  things  like  that  I  owe  you; 
And  yet  'tis  odd  to  think  that  if  we  met 
I  should  not  know  you ! 

I  trust  for  selfish  reasons  that  you  are 

A  comely  maid,  with  features  soft  and  placid; 
Oh,  tell  me  not  your  figure's  angular, 
Your  temper  acid. 

'Twere  policy  to  praise  you,  since  I've  heard 

By  honeyed  tongue  your  sex  is  often  mollified; 
But  my  esteem  for  you,  upon  my  word, 
Is  not  unqualified ! 

You  have  a  weakness  that  my  wrath  excites — 

To  my  ambition  you  refuse  to  truckle, 

And  always,  when  I  try  the  higher  flights, 

You  sit  and  chuckle  ! 

And  that  is  what  I  really  blame  you  for ; 

Just  think!  If  bolder  lines  you  had  been  built  on, 
I  should  have  been  by  now  a  Shakespeare  01 
At  least  a  Milton! 


14  To    my    Muse 

Ah,  if  you'd  known  the  ropes,  I  should  have  got 

A  share  of  Mr.  Archer's  panegyrics, 
And  love-lorn  maids  had  lisped  in  grove  and  grot 
My  lilting  lyrics. 

Yes,  had  you  worked  upon  a  bigger  plan, 

Obscurity  I  could  not  have  been  lost  in; 
Rather  the  critics  would  have  cried,  "  This  man 
Must  follow  Austin." 

But  since  such  daring  heights  are  not  for  me, 

I  can  but  hope  the  reader  who  peruses 
Your  work  (and  mine)  may  say,  "  A  muse  is  she, 
For  she  amuses  !  " 
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HOW  THEY  BROUGHT  THE  GOOD 

NEWS 

(Modern  Version,  19 — ) 

I 

I  sprang  to  the  motor,  and  Thompson,  and  he; 
I  started,  Jones  started,  we  started — all  three; 
"Holy  smoke!"  cried  an  Irishman,  holding  his 

nose  ; 
"  Mind  the  paint !"  bawled  an  urchin,  who  saw, 

I  suppose, 
That  our  cars — all  the  three — had  been  burnished 

anew 
When  we  brought  the  good  news  straight  from 

London  to  Kew  ! 

II 

We  spoke  not — in  talking  great  danger  may  lurk 
If  you're  not   very   sure   how  your  motor  will 
work ; 

17 
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And  Jones  was  a  tyro,  and  Thompson  the  same, 
And  I — well,  I  hadn't  been  long  at  the  game; 
But,  though  short  our  experience,  we  could  not 

refuse 
When  asked  to  convey  such  a  fine  piece  of  news  ! 

Ill 

Our  costumes  were  perfect — my  mackintosh  coat 
Was    a    pattern    worn    only    by    people    who 

' '  mote  ' '  ; 

And  Thompson's  false  nose  was  a  gem  in  its  way  ; 
Cyrano  could  hardly  a  finer  display  ; 
Through    goggles    the    optics   of   Jones    fiercely 

gleamed— 
A  blend  of  stage  demon  and  diver  he  seemed. 

IV 

We  sped  like  the  levin,  the  air  whistled  by, 

Our   nerves   were  a- tingle,   our   blood   mounted 
high; 

A  policeman  (from  Surrey)  who  sought  to  com- 
plain 

Was  hurled  from  our  path  as  a  scythe  hurls  the 
grain  ; 

So  we  "  scorched  "  on  the  level,  down  hollow, 
o'er  ridge, 

And  shot,  like  three  meteors,  past  Hammersmith 
Bridge. 

V 

My  horn  sounded  "Teuf!"  while  the  tocsin  of 
Jones 
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Affrighted  the  timid  with  sonorous  tones ; 

And  drivers  used  epithets  azure  of  hue 

As  they  cursed  the  good  news  we  were  taking  to 

Kew. 
Oh,  there's  nought  scares  a  horse,  my  experience 

reveals, 
Like  a  trio  of  tyros  on  automobiles  ! 

VI 

I  saw,  when,  past  Chiswick,  a  side-glance  I  stole, 
That  Jones  of  his  car  was  fast  losing  control ; 
And  I  noticed  with  horror  one  ominous  fact— 
Though  he  tagged  at  the  brake,  yet  the  brake 

wouldn't  act ; 
But  I've  ne'er  yet  discovered  the  cause  of  the 

hitch 
Which  landed  poor  Jones  in  that  horrible  ditch  ! 

VII 

There  we  left  him  (if  this  appear  heartless  to  you, 
Bear  in  mind  we  were  taking  the  good  news  to 

Kew  ); 

We  bounded  along  at  a  terrible  pace, 
Like  thoroughbreds  bent  upon  winning  a  race, 
When  I  felt  a  fierce  jolt,  and  my  forehead  grew 

damp, 
For   I   knew,   without   looking,   I'd   flattened   a 

tramp  ! 

VIII 

What's  a  tramp  more  or  less  in  this  populous  isle, 
When  you're  taking  good  news  in  an  up-to-date 
style? 
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I  paused  not  to  question,  but  flew  like  the  wind, 
While  Thompson — poor  Thompson  ! —  was  lag- 
ging behind  ; 

And  he  cried  in  despair,  "  All  in  vain  is  our  toil, 
For  there's  something,  I  fear  me,  gone  wrong 
with  the  oil ! " 

IX 

"Now,  haste  thee,  my  Thompson!"  I  cried. 
"  Dost  not  see 

"  If  we  fail,  then  what  happens?  Oh,  tell  that  to 
me  !" 

But  Thompson  stood  helpless,  and  cursed  his  ill- 
luck, 

For  his  car  in  the  highway  was  stubbornly  stuck. 

And  this  you  may  take  as  a  sound  commonplace — 

"  If  the  petrol  gets  stormy,  all's  up  with  the 
race  !" 

X 

So  I  was  left  solus  to  bear  the  whole  weight 
Of  the  news  which  alone  could  save  Kew  from 

her  fate  ; 

How  I  brought  it  at  last,  very  weary  and  worn, 
Shall  be  told  with  delight  in  the  days  to  be  born ! 
You  ask  what  the  news  was?    I  shall  not  reply- 
Browning  didn't  before  me,  so,  pray,  why  should 

I? 
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THE    MOTORIST'S    FAREWELL 

AIR  :   The  Arab's  Farewell  to  His  Steed. 

My    beautiful !    My    motor-car !    That   standest 

panting  by, 
With  thy  sides  all  newly  painted  with  a  flaming 

crimson  dye ; 
Fret  not  to  move  at  that  fierce  pace  which  Surrey 

benches  bar, 
I  shall  not  bear  the  consequence — I've  sold  thee, 

O  my  car ! 
Infect  whatever  breeze  thou  wilt,  with  odours  all 

thine  own — 
The    spicy    scents    of  Araby,  the    perfumes     of 

Cologne — 
MacAlpine  hath  agreed  to  buy ;  I  hope  to  get  his 

gold, 
Fleet-wheeled   and   beautiful,  farewell !    Thou'rt 

sold,  my  car,  thou'rt  sold  ! 

Never   shall    we    together    (thus    the    fates  poor 

mortals  bilk  !) 
Affright  belated  revellers  who  go  home  with  the 

milk ; 
Never  when  thou  hast  played  me  false  upon  some 

distant  plain, 

23 


24  Songs   of   the   Car 

Constabulary   ambulance   shall    bring    me   home 

again  ! 
Never  from  thee  I'll  waken  sounds  more  dulcet 

than  the  lute's, 
More    piercing   than  the   foghorn's  scream,   the 

syren's  angry  hoots ; 
Only  in  dreams  will  thou  and  I  speed  with  the 

rushing  wind, 
Dismissing  with  derisive  laugh  all  fears  of  getting 

fined  ! 

Never,  ah  !  never  more  shall  I  about  thy  merits 
brag, 

Ne'er  crow  o'er  Jones  because  he  owns  that  sorry, 
spavined  nag ; 

The  suburb's  envy  ne'er  shall  rise — and  envious 
suburbs  are — 

Against  the  person  who  parades  a  swagger  motor- 
car; 

Never  shall  Smythe,  with  lifted  brows,  dash 
wormwood  in  my  cup, 

Remarking,  "  Such  expensive  toys  require  some 
keeping  up  !  " 

Alas  !  the  waves  of  dire  mischance  my  fond  ambi- 
tions drown, 

I  feel,  as  thou  hast  often  felt,  completely  broken 
down  ! 


They  tempted  me,  my  beautiful !  for  things  were 
bad,  you  see, 
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Consols  were  falling  daily,  Income-tax  was  one 

and  three ; 
Again,  the  fact  that  thou  wert  mine  incited  pious 

souls 
To  canvass  me  from  morn  till  eve  for  charitable 

doles  ! — 

Who  said  that  I  had  given  thee  up?     Who  said 

that  thou  wert  sold? 
It   shall   not  be,   for   see,  I    scorn    MacAlpine's 

proffered  gold  ! 
All  the  colossal  wealth  of  Ind  shall  not  my  soul 

entice — 
Away  !  who  overtakes  us  now  shall  have  thee— at 

half-price ! 


AN  AGILE  LOVER 

(A  daily  paper  recently  observed  that^  owing  to  the 
constant  practice  of  pursuing  and  leaping  upon  motor 
cars  travelling  at  an  excessive  speed,  Surrey  constables 
have  developed  remarkable  powers  of  agility.) 

I  would  I  were  a  policeman, 

That  I  might  fly  to  thee ; 
With  one  great  stride,  dear,  at  thy  side 

How  speedily  I'd  be  : 
Wert  thou  in  far  Kamtchatka, 

Or  at  the  nether  Pole, 
With  one  swift  leap  our  tryst  I'd  keep. 

Thou  light  of  all  my  soul ! 

Ah,  if  I  were  a  policeman, 

At  distance  I  would  smile ; 
Dear  heart,  I'd  straight  annihilate 

Each  sundering  league  and  mile ! 
Or  wert  thou  near,  at  Clapham, 

Or  distant,  at   Cape  Horn, 
With  meteor  flight  I'd  start  at  night 

And  reach  thee  ere  'twas  morn  ! 

I  would  I  were  a  policeman, 

Upon  his  Surrey  rounds ; 
How  I'd  surprise  thy  wondering  eyes 

With  saltatory  bounds. 
Wert  thou  in  realms  terrestrial, 

Or  captive  in  the  moon, 
My  agile  feet  would  land  me,  sweet, 

Beside  thee  very  soon  ! 
26 
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THE    DESTRUCTION    OF    THE 
SCORCHER 

The  motor  came  down  like  the  vehement  gale, 
The  gigman  he  trembled,  his  cheek  it  grew  pale ; 
The  waggoner  crouched  very  low  in  his  wain , 
Well  he  knew  what  that  terror  would  leave  in  its 
train  ! 

At  starting  the  gigman  looked  fresh  as  new  paint, 
When  the  motor  had  passed  he  lay  mangled  and 

faint ; 

The  waggoner  felt  every  nerve  of  him  twitch , 
As  he  dropped,  very  limp,  in  the  lap  of  a  ditch  ! 

Like  a  field  that  is  fruitful  and  flowery  and  green, 
Was  that  fair   Surrey  track  ere  the   motor  was 

seen  ; 
Take  a  field  that  is  scorched  by  the  death-dealing 

blast, 
Was  that  fair  Surrey  track  when  the  motor  had 

passed  ! 

Then  a  magnate  of  Surrey  who  sat  on  a  Bench 
Exclaimed  :   "  'Fore  a  pestilence  why  should  we 
blench? 

29 
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This  hurricane  speed  I've  determined  shall  cease. 
We  will  call  in  the  aid  of  the  motor  police  !  " 

Thus  the  plague  it  was  stayed,  and  in  uniformed 

pride, 

Like  a  god  in  the  car  did  the  constable  ride ; 
With  motor   fierce   pulsing    and    lightning-shod 

wheels, 
He  terrorised  scorchers  on  automobiles  ! 

Oh,  the  men  in  the  motors  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
For  they  know  that  the  Courts  are  no  temples  of 

bail ; 
And   the  gigmen   and   carters  can  fare  forth   in 

peace , 
All  thanks  to  those  excellent  motor  police ! 


Twenty  Miles  an  Hour. 
"  How  easy  to  forget,  though  perils  lower. 


TWENTY   MILES  AN   HOUR 

Plunged  is  the  hapless  motorist  in  gloom, 

For  him  Life's  like  a  dish  that's  lost  its  savour, 

Or  like  a  peach  denuded  of  its  bloom, 
Or  like — well,  any  metaphor  you  favour; 

The  law's  dread   hand  has  smote   him   with   its 
power — 

Speed  is  reduced  to  twenty  miles  an  hour  ! 

No  more  upon  the  torpid  countrysides 

May    he   descend    with    speed  that  knows   no 
fetter  ; 

So  languidly  the  turbid  petrol  glides, 

So  slowly  "  carbs  "  the  lazy  carburetter; 

The  wheels  refuse  the  distant  plains  to  scour — 

Speed  is  reduced  to  twenty  miles  an  hour  ! 

A  load  is  lifted  from  the  land  to-day  : 
The  village  maiden,  now  of  fear  a  scorner, 

No  longer  'cross  the  roadway  picks  her  way, 
Fearing  a  car  will  rush  around  the  corner, 

Shrieking  and  seeking  whom  it  may  devour — 

Speed  is  reduced  to  twenty  miles  an  hour  ! 
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No  more  the  winding  of  the  strident  horn 

Shall  herald  havoc,  death  and  devastation; 
Nor  shall  the  cock  that  hath  proclaimed  the  morn 

Suffer  next  instant  sharp  annihilation ; 
Nor,  deep  in  ditches,  shall  the  mongrel  cower— 
Speed  is  reduced  to  twenty  miles  an  hour ! 

And  yet  .   .   .  when  every  fibre  of  the  car 
Pulsates,    and    when     the     battery's     fiercely 
throbbing ; 

When  sergeants  with  stop  watches  are  afar, 
Or,  out  of  hedges,  impotently  bobbing, — 

How  easy  to  forget,  though  perils  lower, 

Speed  is  reduced  to  twenty  miles  an  hour  ! 


Motoretta. 

"On  Cupid's  wings  I'll  yet  o'ertake 
My  goddess  in  her  car !  " 


MOTORETTA 

When  as  fair  Motoretta  takes 

An  airing  in  her  car, 
With  bell  and  horn  she  gaily  wakes 

The  echoes  near  and  far. 

When  swift  behind  her  fly  the  miles, 

It  seems,  in  very  deed. 
No  thought  has  she  for  ambush 'd  wiles, 

Or  statutory  speed. 

The  sergeant,  helpless  at  his  pitch, 

Stares  with  a  blank  surprise, 
Half  blinded  by  the  vision  which 

Assails  his  startled  eyes. 

Was  it  a  meteor  flashing  by 

That  made  him  blench  and  quail? 

Nay,  only  Motoretta 's  eye 

Peeped,  roguish,  through  her  veil! 

She  rides  alone  and  knows  no  fear, 

For  oh  !  her  skill  is  such 
That  wheels  and  brakes  and  valves  and  gear 

Obey  her  slightest  touch. 
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To  follow  were  to  court  a  spill— 
Such  speed's  not  to  my  mind ; 

You  leave  me,  Motoretta,  still 
In  dull  despair  behind. 

And  shall  I  then  the  chase  forsake? 

Nay,  though  she  fly  afar, 
On  Cupid's  wings  I'll  yet  o'ertake 

My  goddess  in  her  car  ! 


THE  STEED'S  REVERSION 

Last  night  a  dream  disturbed  my  soul— 

A  nightmare  were  a  term  more  fitting — 
I  saw  the  not  so  distant  goal 

To  which,  my  steed,  some  think  you're  flitting 
I  dreamed  that  on  your  back,  my  hack  ! 

No  more  should  1  go  gaily  spurting ; 
I  dreamed  that  all  the  equine  pack 

To  pristine  models  were  reverting  ! 

Methought  the  all-triumphant  car 

Had  grown  so  cheap  and  so  abundant, 
It  drove  you  to  the  wilds  afar, 

And  made  you  hopelessly  redundant ; 
And  there  you  lapsed  till  you  were  kin 

(Oh,  swift  and   dire  degeneration!) 
To  those,  your  ancestors,  within 

The  earlier  Pliocene  formation  ! 

I  saw  you  as  a  thing  of  dread, 

Your  eyes  with  vicious  fires  were  burning ; 
Fiercely  you  shook  your  shaggy  head, 

Old  thoughts  of  bit  and  bridle  spurning  : 
And  when  you  seemed  to  scent  the  fray, 

Your  voice  made  such  an  awful  din,  it 
Constrained  me  to  admit  your  neigh 

Held  nothing  negative  within  it. 

39 
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Far  from  the  stable's  kindly  roof, 

On  moorlands  you  became  a  prancer ; 
Three  toes  were  sprouting  from  each  hoof — 

You  twirled  them  like  a  ballet  dancer ; 
Your  sides  were  barred  with  many  a  stripe 

(For  'tis  the  scientific  notion 
Thus  branded  was  your  prototype)— 

Those  "  stripes  "  meant  other  than  promotion  ! 

"  No  more  shall  Man  "  -'twas  thus  you  spoke — 

"  So  that  he  may  subdue  and  whip  us, 
Proffer  his  chaff.     A  horse  that  joke 

Might  stand,  but  not  a  Protohippus !  " 
And  then,  as  morning  flushed  the  room, 

My    brain,    which    that    strange    dream    had 

addled, 
Grew  clear,  and  at  my  door  the  groom 

Announced  that  you  were  ready  saddled  ! 


A   FABLE  FOR   MOTORISTS 

In  days  long  departed — their  date  is  not  clear — 
The  sun  horses  tried  to  kick  over  the  traces, 

So  the  gods  advertised  for  a  charioteer, 
Just  to  put  those  refractory  steeds  through  their 
paces. 

Bold  Phoebus  came  forward  with  flourishing  whip, 
And  cried,  "  Trust  to  me  and  the  ill  shall  be 

righted  !  ' 

Then  he  started  right  off  on  his  first  trial  trip, 
And    the    gods    at    his    daring    were    highly 
delighted. 

Oh,  he   handled  the    ribbons  with    courage    and 

verve, 
And   managed    those    steeds  in    a    manner   so 

clever, 

That  the  gratified  gods,  as  reward  for  his  nerve, 
Appointed  him  driver  for  ever  and  ever  ! 

His  horses  at  length  grew  as  docile  as  sheep, 
And  as  for  his  whip,  he  had  no  cause  to  lay 
it  on, 

But  alas  !  on  a  day  when  his  wits  were  asleep, 
He  let  out  his  car  to  ambitious  young  Phaeton. 
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Now,  the  youngster  was  reckless — had  been  so 

from  birth, 
And  he  whipped  up  those  steeds  till  all  things 

in  the  heavens, 

Not  to  mention  all  people  and  things  on  the  earth, 
Became,  as  the  phrase  is,  at  sixes  and  sevens. 

Eight  onwards  he  sped,  for  he  couldn't  turn  back, 
He  shouted  and  raved  (which  was  rather  absurd 

of  him) 
And   scorched,  as   he   passed   them,   the  niggers 

coal-black, 

Then  was  hurled  from  his  chariot  and  no  more 
was  heard  of  him  ! 

MORAL. 
O  Motorist,  madly  careering  along, 

'Tis    for    you — you  alone — that     the    moral's 

intended  : 

Remember,  when  tempted  to  come  it  too  strong, 
Young  Phaeton's  "scorching,"   and  how  it  all 
ended ! 


II.— "  De  Omnibus"  Rhymes 


DE  OMNIBUS"  RHYMES 


A   LEAP-YEAR   "INVESTMENT' 

By  fears  that  are  grisly  I'm  haunted,  by  terrors 
phantasmal  obsessed, 

By  doom  that  is  dire  I  am  daunted,  strange  visions 
my  slumbers  molest — 

Strange  visions  of  maids  in  a  bevy,  who  court  me, 
and  press  me,  and  woo, 

Till  my  soul  with  fatigue  is  made  heavy,  my  out- 
look on  life  is  made  blue  ! 

As  in  legions  they  chase  and  pursue  me,  they  fill 

me  with  ghastly  alarms, 
For  their   aim   is  quite  clear — to  undo  me,  and 

make  me  succumb  to  their  charms ; 
By  tactics  now  clever,  now  stupid,  my  strategy 

theirs  has  outclassed, 
I've  dodged  all  the  darts  of  young  Cupid — but  tell 

me  how  long  will  it  last? 
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More  hotly  each  day  they  beleaguer  my  heart 
with  their  feminine  wiles, 

To  make  me  surrender  they're  eager  with  blan- 
dishments, flatteries,  smiles; 

And  just  as  I'm  feverishly  guarding  my  strong- 
hold from  Mirabel's  fire, 

Stern  Phyllis  begins  her  bombarding,  and  I  feel 
that  it's  time  to  retire. 

Fair  maids  of  all  sorts  and  conditions  are  ranged 

'neath  my  citadel's  walls, 
And  they  watch  from  their  several  positions  for 

the  hour  when  it  crumbles  and  falls  ; 
For  they  think  that  perchance  I  may  falter,  and 

fall  with  a  dart  in  my  breast, 
When    they'll    carry     me    off    to     the     altar— 

and  Hymen  will  do  all  the  rest ! 

But  I'll  stand  to  my  guns  like  a  Briton,  intrepid, 

determined  to  win, 
And  though  my  defences  be  smitten  and  broken, 

I'll  never  give  in  ; 
From  my  turret  I'll  shout  my  defiance,  and  dare 

them  to  do  what  they  can, 
Despite   all  their  tactical  science,  I'll  not  be    a 

marrying  man ! 

Yet  stay  !  should  I  see  one  fine  morning — a  ran- 
som I'd  give  for  the  chance — 

Her  rivals  disdainfully  scorning,  the  pennons  of 
Dora  advance. 
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My  batt'ries  I'd  promptly  be  masking,  no  longer 

I'd  keep  watch  and  ward, 
The  fort  should  be  hers  for  the  asking,  its  portals 

should  straight  be  unbarred. 

Not  a  jot  for  my  plight  is  she  caring ;  whenever 

she  goes  riding  by, 
I    note    with  my  soul  all  despairing  indifference 

freezing  her  eye  ; 
But  I  swear  the  next  time  that  she  passes  I'll 

barter  old  tactics  for  new, 
Breaking  through   the  beleaguering    lasses,    I'll 

try  what  a  sortie  will  do  ! 


THE    SONG    OF    THE    PLACARDS 

Lo !    here  is  the  song  of  the  Placards !     Behold 

them   proclaiming  afar 
The  story  of  Peace  and  her  triumphs,  the  tumult 

and  horrors  of  war. 
Would  ye  witness  the  world  in  its  travail?   Would 

ye  hear  its  fierce  pulses  beat? 
Ye  have  only    to    study    the    Placards    as    they 

clamour  along  the  street. 

They  grant  you  their  boon  for  the  asking  ;  ye  have 

only  to  read  as  ye  run , 
And  the  deeds  of  mankind  are  before  you,  or  ever 

those  deeds  are  done  ; 
While  London  is  rubbing  its  eyelids,  while  the 

light  in  the  grey  mist  flags, 
The  feast  is  prepared  for  Dives  and  for  Lazarus  in 

his  rags. 

Far-reaching  and  comprehensive  is  the  story  the 

Placards  tell — 
There  is  nothing  'twixt  earth  and  heaven  found 

proof  against  their  spell- 
Here  the  strenuous  batsman's  slogging  !     There 

the  foeman's  clash  of  swords  ! 
As    "Toco's    TITANIC    EFFORT"   preludes    "A 

CLOSE  FINISH  AT  LORD'S!" 
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Though  "  An  Earthquake  in  the  Midlands  "  seems 
naught  but  the  baldest  prose, 

It  conjures  up  visions  of  England  in  huge  sub- 
terranean throes ; 

We  tremble  still  more  for  our  country — yea,  dream 
of  far  worse  mishaps — 

When  the  Placards  affrighted  ask  us,  "  WILL 
ESSEX  TO-DAY  COLLAPSE?" 

Oh,  the  men  who  indite  the  Placards  !    I  see  them 

playing  their  part — 
Their  hands  on  the  pulse   of  the  nation,  they 

measure  the  beats  of  its  heart ; 
And  under  their  sure  direction  all  things  into  order 

fall, 
Well  they  know  in  the  hearts  of  the  people  that 

Sport  is  the  king  of  all. 

Well  they  wot  that  the  "  DEATH  OF  A  BISHOP  " 

or  "  SWINBURNE'S  LATEST  TRILL," 
As  useful,  but  minor,  headlines,  look  well  at  the 

foot  of  the  bill ; 
But  they  know  that  such  headlines  never  have 

taken  the  world  by  storm, 
As  does  the  momentous  message  of  "  JESSOP  IN 

SPLENDID  FOKM." 

That  we  are  an  Island  People  the  Placards  under- 
stand, 

Bound  as  with  chains  to  the  Obvious,  slaves  to  the 
Near-at-Hand ; 
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Of  the  "STRANGE  ELOPEMENT  AT 
BRIXTON  "  the  latest  news  we  crave, 

But  a  fig  for  "  10,000  CARIES  SWAMPED  BY  A 
TIDAL  WAVE!" 

Flamboyant  and  democratic,  familiar,  bluff,  and 

loud, 
The  Placards  waste  no  fine  titles  on  the  idols  of 

the  crowd ; 
"  THE  STORY  OF  BALFOUR'S  BLUNDER  " 

in  flaming  "  caps  "  you  see, 
Or    this    legend   of   Fiscal   Fury—"  HOW  JOE 

WENT  FOR  POOR  '  C.-B.'  " 

And  this  is  the  Song  of  the  Placards,  that  daily 

proclaim  afar 
The  story  of  Peace  and  her  triumphs,  the  tumult 

and  horrors  of  War; 
Soldier,  or  felon,  or  Statesman — it    matters    not 

what  you  be, 
Your  deeds  shall  the  Placards  emblazon  for  the 

eyes  of  the  world  to  see ! 


A  Plain  Man's  Litany. 

You  do  not  look  a  funny  man." 


A   PLAIN   MAN'S   LITANY 

Fair  nymph,  whose  hand  it  is  that  brings 
Some  joy  to  every  man's  existence, 

By  keeping  all  unpleasant  things 
And  people  at  a  proper  distance  ; 

Within  your  smiles  I  fain  would  bask, 
As  favourite-in-chief  select  me  ; 

To  shield  me  be  your  constant  task, 

And,  without  troubling  me  to  ask, 
Protect  me ! 

From  men  who  give  one  free  advice, 
Baw  amateurs  in  pills  and  simples, 

Who  claim  to  banish  in  a  trice 

All  human  ills  from  thrush  to  pimples  ; 

Doctors  devoid  of  all  degrees, 

Who,  when  I'm  racked  with  pain,  oft  scare  me 

Each  with  his  special  remedies — 

Merciful  sprite  !  from  such  as  these, 
Oh ,  spare  me  ! 

From  him  who,  with  a  visage  sad, 
Will  listen  to  the  choice  narrations 

I  utter  with  a  view  to  add 
Unto  the  gaiety  of  nations ; 
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Who,  while  the  rest  roar  loud  delight, 

Exclaims  in  accents  that  unnerve  me, 
"  I've  heard  that  yarn  before  to-night !  " 
From  this  vile  person,  gentle  sprite, 
Preserve  me  ! 

From  him — my  friend — who,  when  a  flock 
Of  raging  duns  my  door  beleaguer, 

Upon  occasions  when  my  stock 

Of  dollars  gets  extremely  meagre — 

Tries  not  to  see  me  in  the  street, 

And  cuts  me  dead  upon  the  highway, 

With  head  in  air  and  hurrying  feet — 

Don't  let  him  when  I'm  next  dead-beat, 
Come  my  way  ! 

From  him — most  terrible  of  men— 
Who  reads  the  rhymes  of  my  devising, 

And  then  exclaims,  "  And  did  you  pen 

That  thing  in  '  Sparklets?  '  Yes?  Surprising  ! 

That  you  were  built  on  humour's  plan 
No  hint  till  now  you  ever  gave  me, 

You  do  not  look  a  funny  man  !  " 

From  him,  Protectress,  if  you   can, 
Oh ,  save  me  ! 


Quaint  apparatus  ! 

You  stir  within  me  the  divine  afflatus  ; 
Although  of  modern  marvels  not  the  latest, 

Y"ou  are  the  greatest. 

The  sounds  you  utter 

•Enchant  mine  ear  and  set  my  nerves  a-flutter  ; 
I  scorn  the  soulless  clod  who  deems  you  odious 

Or  immelodious. 

Of  course,  it's  easy 

To  say  although  you're  wonderful  you're  wheezy  ; 
Those  who  for  such  defects  would  reprimand  you 

Don't  understand  you. 

So  nice  the  poise  is 

Of  all  your  parts,  that  you  can  bottle  noises, 
As  quick  as  vittlers — or  it  may  be  quicker- 
Can  bottle  liquor. 

Your  great  variety 

Makes  you  a  welcome  guest  in  all  society  ; 
To  horny-handed  churls  and  men  of  pleasure 

You  are  a  treasure. 
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One  moment  laden 

With  the  sweet  voice  of  serio-comic  maiden  ; 
Then,  big    with    surging    sound,  the    next    you 
choose  a 

Grand  march  by  Sousa. 

You  know  as  few  know 

The  knack  of  rendering  Verdi,  Wagner,  Gounod  ; 
Through    you    the    party    man,    with     many     a 
platitude, 

Explains  his  attitude. 

This  versatility 

For  which  you  have  a  notable  facility, 
Makes  you  an  equal  joy  unto  the  classes 

And  to  the  masses  ! 

So,  thing  of  wonder! 

For  you  I  break  from  slighter  themes  asunder  ; 
Through  you  bright  Fame  shall  always  shine  with 
steady  sun 

On  Mr.  Edison ! 


Ballade  of  Summer  Captivity. 
"  They're  crying  '  Cherries  '  in  the  street." 


BALLADE  OF  SUMMER   CAPTIVITY 

Now  Summer's  torrid  heats  begin, 

In  shimmering  haze  the  city's  glowing  ; 

Yet,  'mid  the  dust  and  drought  and  din, 
A  captive  I  remain,  scarce  knowing 
What  wealth  the  lavish  month's  bestowing, 

Save  that  above  the  rhythmic  beat 
Of  London's  tide,  beneath  me  flowing, 

They're  crying  "  Cherries  "  in  the  street! 

What  though  at  Lord's  the  batsmen  win 

Praise  for  the  prowess  they  are  showing, 
Give  me  the  heath  besprent  with  whin, 

The  farmstead  where  the  kine  are  lowing ; 

Like  a  cag'd  bird,  with  maimed  and  slow  wing, 
Pining  for  woodland  freedom  sweet, 

I  mourn  the  summer  pageant  going — 
They're  crying  "  Cherries  "  in  the  street! 

And  while  I  bear  my  lot  and  grin, 

I  dream,  dear  Madge,  of  lilies  blowing, 
Pure  white  without  and  gold  within, 

Along  your  scented  borders  growing  ; 

Of  silent  streams  where  we  went  rowing ; 
Of  verdant  lawn  and  rustic  seat ; 

Of  dappled  meadows  ripe  for  mowing — 
They're  crying  "  Cherries  in  the  street ! 
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L'ENVOI. 

Sweet  Madge,  an  arid  patch  I'm  hoeing 
Here  in  this  thoroughfare  of  Fleet ; 

While,  pathos  in  their  accents  throwing, 
They're  crying  "  Cherries  "  in  the  street ! 


AUTUMNAL    MUSINGS 

The  garner's  filled  with  golden  store, 
And  Autumn  brings,  as  heretofore, 

That  pensive  charm  one  finds  so  pleasant ; 
(And  in  the  fields,  beyond  the  lawn, 
That  duffer  Jones  has  been  since  dawn, 

But  has  not  bagged  a  single  pheasant !) 

In  wood  and  copse  the  trees  display 
The  symbols  of  the  year's  decay, 

Orange  and  crimson  flaunt  their  glory  ; 
(And  every  paper  I  peruse, 
Whether  the  "  Mail,"  "  Express  "  or  "  News,1 

Affronts  me  with  a  mushroom  story  !) 

Like  arrows,  darting  through  the  air, 
The  migrant  swallows  southward  fare, 

Finding  our  climate  far  too  fickle  ; 
(Outside,  no  matter  where  one  stirs, 
The  spiders  weave  their  gossamers — 

I  hate  the  horrid  things — they  tickle  !) 

HOWT  soothing  to  a  poet's  eyes 
To  contemplate,  when  mists  arise, 
The  moorland,  as  beneath  a  tent,  hid; 
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(A  Yankee  seer  of  some  renown 
Predicts  that  fogs  in  London  Town 
Will  this  year  be  unprecedented  !) 

In  tranquil  homes  the  pine-log's  blaze 
Scatters  its  iridescent  rays 

Till  Effie's  face  grows  still  more  charming ; 
(On  chilly  evenings  I  admire 
Naught  better  than  a  cheerful  fire, 

But  oh  !  the  price  of  coal's  alarming !) 

The  poet's  soul  to  song  now  stirs 
For  maidens  clad  in  dainty  furs, — 

He  deems  their  witching  smiles  rich  payment 
(But  he,  who  pens  this  humbler  verse, 
Fingers  his  all  too  slender  purse, 

And  dreads  the  thought  of  winter  raiment !) 


TO    A    SEAGULL    AT    LONDON 
BRIDGE 

(For  the  metre  of  these  verses  and  the  noble  thought 
enshrined  in  the  two  last  stanzas,  acknowledgments 
are  made  to  Mr.  A.  C.  Swinburne.) 

When  London's  tide  is  setting 

Towards  the  City  gates, 
There,  by  the  crowded  shipping, 
I  mark  you  skimming,  dipping, 
Mazily  pirouetting 

Among  your  white-winged  mates  : 
When  London's  tide  is  setting 

Towards  the  City  gates. 

You  cut  a  curious  figure 

As  there  you  turn  and  twist ; 
Recalling,  strange  new-comer, 
Visions  of  sea  and  summer — 
Pierrot,  longshoreman,  nigger, 

And  beach  phrenologist  : 
You  cut  a  curious  figure 

As  there  you  turn  and  twist ! 

I  watch  in  town-bred  wonder 

Your  parabolic  curves  ; 
You  treat  the  traffic's  clatter 
As  an  indifferent  matter, 
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Its  never  ceasing  thunder 

Seems  lost  upon  your  nerves  : 

I  watch  in  town-bred  wonder 
Your  parabolic  curves  ! 

You  left  for  this  excursion 

Your  haunts  where  forelands  frown ; 
Ev'n  seabirds  sometimes  weary 
Of  ocean  stretches  dreary, 
And  come  to  seek  diversion 

In  famous  London  Town  : 
You  left  for  this  excursion 

Your  haunts  where  forelands  frown  ! 

"Ah,  well  were  I  for  ever 
Could  I  change  lives  with  thee  !  " 

I  with  your  mates  would  mingle, 

And  you  might  write  this  jingle ; 

What  boots  it  to  be  clever? 
'Tis  better  to  be  free  : 

"  Ah,  well  were  I  for  ever 
Could  I  change  lives  with  thee! 

But  no  !  I'll  not  be  cruel 
I'll  spare  you  this,  O  gull ! 

For  critics  would  abuse  you, 

And  shamefully  ill-use  you, 

And  call  each  carven  jewel 
Of  song  you  uttered  "  dull  "  ; 

No,  no  !     I'll  not  be  cruel 
I'll  spare  you  this,  0  gull ! 


Address  to  St.  Valentine. 
"  Her  toilet  totally  forgetting. 


ADDRESS    TO    ST.    VALENTINE 

Of  hardships  that  are  known  to  men 
This  I  should  feel  the  most  acutely  : 

To  be  by  all  remembered,  then 
By  all  forgotten  absolutely. 

St.  Valentine  !  that  lot  is  yours, 

Each  passing  year  your  fame  obscures. 

You  once  set  seal  on  lover's  oath, 

Sent  Beauty's  daughters  into  raptures, 

Reminding  maids  of  riper  growth 

Of  hopes  that  might  have  led  to  "  captures  "  ; 

.And  loosed  the  matron's  fluent  tongue 

Touching  the  days  "  when  she  was  young." 

Honoria  then  would  rise  betimes, 

Her  toilet  totally  forgetting, 
To  read  her  lover's  precious  rhymes 

Within  their  aromatic  setting  ; 
Ev'n  hackneyed  sentiment  could  please 
When  graced  with  your  accessories  ! 

Ah  !  then  you  had  the  power  to  stir 

The  hearts  of  wooers,  who  revered  you 
As  Love's  authentic  messenger ; 

67 


68  "  De    Omnibus "    Rhymes 

But  Time  and  Custom  have  cashiered  you  ! 
A  patron  saint  can  only  live 
On  patronage  which  others  give. 

Although  it  would  appear  unkind, 

Kemembering  what  you  were,  to  flout  you- 
The  fact  remains,  our  lovers  find 

Their  charmers  can  be  won  without  you ; 
So  Cupid,  with  a  brusque  adieu, 
Dissolves  his  partnership  with  you  ! 

Your  festival  has  fallen  flat, 

Your  memory  is  growing  hazy  ; 
And  I  am  more  than  certain  that 

Stella  would  simply  think  me  crazy 
Were  I,  in  skittish  mood,  to  sign 
Myself  "  her  loving  Valentine  ! 


THE  EVOLUTION   OF   MARRIAGE 

Of  old  the  unexacting  lover 

Contented  was  and  satisfied 
If  he  was  able  to  discover 

The  charm  of  beauty  in  his  bride  : 
Vermilion  lips  and  azure  eyes 
He  deemed  an  all-sufficing  prize. 

Upon  her  comely  form  he  doted, 
He  sang  as  sings  the  merle  or  thrush, 

How  that  his  charmer's  cheeks  were  coated 
With  paint  laid  on  by  Nature's  brush  ; 

And  all  his  creed  was  to  declare 

'Twas  woman's  function  to  be  fair. 

As  time  went  on — ah  me,  the  pity  ! 

And  life  became  a  thing  complex, 
That  simple  duty — to  be  pretty — 

Attached  no  longer  to  the  sex ; 
Love's  voice,  assuming  lower  pitch, 
Expressed  a  wish  for  maidens  rich. 

Then  sonnets  grave  and  lyrics  tiow'ry 

Ceased  to  be  penned  to  Daphne's  eyes ; 
Poor  beauty's  dower  became  a  dowry, 
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And  wooers,  waxing  worldly-wise, 
Held  that  its  "  figure  "  far  outweighed 
The  dainty  figure  of  the  maid. 

But  science  with  sure  step  advances, 
Capricious  fashion  shifts  again, 

And  maidens'  marriageable  chances 
Will  soon  depend  on  weight  of  brain, 

And  poets  will  their  tributes  write 

Only  to  maidens  erudite. 

How  nice  for  sybils,  who  at  Girton 
Or  Newnham  learning's  nectar  sip, 

To  know  there's  naught  a  maid  can  flirt  on 
That  can  compare  with  scholarship  : 

Masters  of  Arts  !  we  feel  your  spell 

You're  Mistresses  of  Hearts  as  well ! 


New  Names  for  Old. 
:  That  'tis  fortunate  you're  living 
In  these  nice  melodious  times. 


NEW   NAMES   FOR  OLD 

Gentle  maidens,  round  me  gather, 

I  have  here  a  little  song, 
Poets,  as  you  know,  are  rather 

Apt  to  make  their  verses  long  :  -- 
That  is  not  the  case  with  me— 
I  am  all  for  brevity. 

When,  with  true  delight,  I've  listened 
To  the  pretty  names  you  bear, 

I  have  thought,  when  you  were  christened, 
Fate  was  kind  and  fortune  fair. 

No  such  names  were  on  the  tongue 

When  your  grandmammas  were  young. 

Gladys,  Gwendolyn,  and  Flora, 
Mildred  with  the  clust'ring  curls, 

Muriel,  Millicent,  and  Dora, 
Stella,  stateliest  of  girls  :  — 

Names  like  these  were  seldom  heard 

In  the  days  of  George  the  Third. 

Elsie,  gaily  laughing  yonder, 

Might  have  passed  as  Mary  Ann  ; 

What  would  Lilian  be?  Let's  ponder! 
Probably  some  Nance  or  Nan. 

Phyllis,  too,  in  sober  truth, 

Might  have  been  a  simple  Euth. 
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Then  there's  Daphne.     What  would  she  be? 

Sure,  the  answer's  all  too  plain; 
At  the  best  she  would  be  Phoebe, 

At  the  worst,  Matilda  Jane. 
Dinah  would  have  hid,  I  fear, 
All  the  charm  of  Guinevere. 

Fancy,  Enid,  what  a  time  a 

Luckless  damsel  had  to  spend 
With  a  quaint  name  like  Jemima  ! 

Marie,  contemplate  the  end 
Of  your  dulcet  name,  and  pray 
"  E  "  may  ne'er  return  to  "  A  "  ! 

Gentle  maidens,  I've  been  giving 

Proof  abundant  in  my  rhymes 
That  'tis  fortunate  you're  living 

In  these  nice  melodious  times  : 
Ennui  speedily  it  cures 
Contemplating  names  like  yours. 

Yet  it  may  be  that  the  wooer 

In  those  homely  days  of  yore, 
Though  the  fond  one's  name  had  fewer 

Charms  than  yours,  ne'er  wished  for  more. 
Love  is  blind,  the  poets  tell, 
Haply  he  is  deaf  as  well ! 


ITS  SOLITARY   MERIT 

f 

("This  little  book  is  well  adapted  to  beguile  tho 
tedium  of  a  railway  journey." — Literary  Reviews, 
passim.) 

How  bitter  is  your  parent's  cup, 

How  sad,  my  little  book,  your  case  is  ! 
I  dreamed  that  men  would  pick  you  up 

At  all  times,  in  all  sorts  of  places. 
Alas,  though  critics  praise  your  style, 

And  hesitate  to  carp  or  cavil  :  — 
You're  only  useful  to  beguile 

The  tedious  hours  of  railway  travel ! 

The  well-nigh  universal  vogue 

Of  Mr.  Kipling  they  refuse  you ; 
Never,  wrhen  canteens  disembogue, 

Shall  Tommies  scamper  to  peruse  you ; 
And  never  shall  our  studious  boys 

Within  your  page  be  furtive  dippers  :  — 
Your  function's  to  augment  the  joys 

Of  jaded,  inexpensive  trippers! 

The  "  muddied  oaf  "  I  dreamed,  O  Book  ! 

The  scrimmage  o'er,  would  prove  your  patron  ; 
I  thought  you'd  win  by  ingle  nook 

Approving  smiles  from  maid  and  matron  ; 
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I  hoped  that  dons,  in  cloistered  shade, 
Would  oft  the  merits  of  your  tale  weigh  : 

'Twas  not  to  be — you're  simply  made 
To  ease  the  boredom  of  the  railway  ! 

Never,  on  summer  days,  shall  girls, 

Reclining  in  their  hammocks,  skip  you; 
The  jewelled  hands  of  haughty  Earls, 

In  moated  castles,  will  not  grip  you  ; 
I  weep  to  think  of  all  your  bright 

And  flashing  phrases — such  as  one'll 
Not  find  elsewhere — condemned  to  light 

The  darkness  of  some  railway  tunnel ! 


A  Celtic  Preserve. 

"  So  have  your  way  ! — the  Celt's  '  acute,' 
The  Saxon  but  an  '  obtuse '  Angle !  " 


A  CELTIC   PRESERVE 

You  tell  me  that  the  poet's  fame 

We  Saxons  cannot  hope  to  capture ; 
For  Celts  alone  you  coolly  claim 

A  ' '  corner  ' '  in  poetic  rapture  ; 
They  roam  through  dazzling  realms  of  gold 

In  prosperous  quest  of  fairy  glamour ; 
And  while  they  speak  out  "  loud  and  bold," 

The  duller  Saxon  can  but  stammer. 

'Tis  yours  to  prove  the  Muses  ought 

In  an  un-Celtic  land  to  lack  sons ; 
That  Shelley,  Keats,  and  Browning  wrought 

In  vain,  for  they  alas!  were  Saxons; 
To  prove  that  poets  only  dwell 

Among  the  favoured  Celtic  nations — 
(Though  Shakespeare  managed  pretty  well, 

For  all  his  racial  limitations  !) 

But  he  was  Celtic  by  descent, 

And  all  his  song  was  atavistic ; 
How  else— so  runs  your  argument  - 

Could  he  have  left  us  half  a  distich? 
Such  special  pleading  leaves  me  mute, 

I  have  no  further  breath  to  wrangle ; 
So  have  your  way  ! — the  Celt's  "  acute," 

The  Saxon  but  an  "  obtuse  "  Angle  ! 
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TO    A    WELSH    GIRL 

The  captive  to  your  slightest  glance, 

Fair  Cymric  maid,  am  I ; 
Ah,  were  it  not  for  circumstance, 

To  win  your  heart  I'd  try  ; 
St.  George's  fabled  feat  I'd  flout, 

For  badge  I'd  take,  instead 
Of  that  huge  beast  he  put  to  rout, 

Your  dragon,  wrhich  is  red  ! 

I'd  cast  around  for  Celtic  heat 

To  fire  my  sluggish  veins ; 
From  my  ancestral  record,  sweet, 

I'd  purge  all  Sassenach  stains; 
In  some  fair  Cambrian  vale  I'd  build 

A  dainty  home  for  you  ; 
I'd  wear  the  leek,  and,  if  you  willed, 

I'd  gladly  eat  it  too  ! 

Alas  !  such  bliss  can  ne'er  befall, 

For  bitterly  I  know 
Afan's  love,  ere  it  be  love  at  all, 

Articulate  must  grow  ; 
Though  my  linguistic  skill's  as  great 

As  any  other  man's, 
I  never  shall  manipulate 

Your  "Pwlls,"  and  "Coed's,"  and  "Llans!" 
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To  an  Incubated  Chicken. 


'  I  think  at  times  I  hear  you  cry, 

Oh,  what  is  home  without  a  mother  ?  " 


TO  AN   INCUBATED   CHICKEN 

Your  hard  lot  hurts  me  to  the  quick — 
And  who  can  view  with  optics  tearless 

Your   unromantic  birth,  0   chick! 

Your  young  life's  outlook,  blank  and  cheerless '.' 

The  callousness  of  Science  quite 
Upsets  me,  spurs  me  into  passion  ; 

Surely  each  creature  has  the  right 
To  come  to  birth  in  Nature's  fashion. 

Shorn  of  that  ancient  right,  your  luck 

Is  positively  most  infernal— 
You  never  hear  the  tender  cluck 

Come  gurgling  from  the  throat  maternal ! 

Perplexed,  you  wander  round  your  coop, 
With  fluffy  sisters,  downy  brothers; 

Ah,  how  your  little  spirits  droop, 
All  vainly  pining  for  your  mothers ! 

Their  whereabouts  I  cannot  fix, 
Detective  skill  I've  never  boasted ; 

Perhaps  they're  rearing  other  chicks, 
Perhaps  they're  being  boiled  or  roasted  ! 
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But  still,  bear  up  !  Your  home  is  fair — 
Nice  little  trap-doors,  gauzy  nettings, 

With  tiny  baths  set  here  and  there 

Wherein  to  take  your  morning  wettings. 

Yes,  to  your  house  I'm  pleased  to  see 
Each  comfort  known  to  fowl  attaches  :  — 

And  yet  I'm  sure  you'd  rather  be, 

Like  poor  Tom  Bowling,  "  under  hatches  "  ! 

Potential  fowl,  for  you  I  sigh, 

The  pain  within  me  naught  can  smother ; 
I  think  at  times  1  hear  you  cry, 

"  Oh,  what  is  home  without  a  mother?  " 


WIRELESS    LOVE 

Although,  sweet  maid,  'tis  often  proved 

The  ways  of  love  are  hard  and  stony, 
At  least  one  obstacle's  removed, 

Thanks  to  the  triumph  of  Marconi ; 
To  him  my  heart,  with  joy  elate, 

Is  wildly  bubbling  o'er  with  gratitude ; 
For  now  I  can  communicate 

With  you  in  any  clime  or  latitude. 

No  more,  no  more  shall  distance  drown 

The  lover's  hopes  or  damp  his  mettle ; 
But  you  shall  flash  your  love  from  town 

To  me  on  Popocatepetl. 
Once,  per  the  pinions  of  the  wind, 

I  feigned  to  send  my  protestations ; 
But  waves  of  ether  now  I  find 

Are  best  for  such  communications  ! 

I  will  despatch  a  message  straight, 

In  honeyed  phrases  I'll  enwrap  it; 
Nor  shall  a  rival  lie  in  wait 

Basely  to  intercept  or  tap  it. 
Though  sojourning  in  alien  tents, 

I  know  there's  naught  our  love  can  smother, 
If,  like  our  hearts,  our  instruments 

Are  kept  attuned  to  one  another  ! 
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THE    BALLAD    OF    THE    HUSTLER 

When  MacHurrish,  prince  of  Hustlers,  stepped 

upon  this  mortal  stage, 
Nature  for  a  welcome  gave  him  bursts  of  elemental 

rage ; 
Hocks  were  riven,  clouds  were  driven,  tempests 

swept  the  shuddering  earth, 
Lightnings    flashed    and    thunders    crashed    in 

deafening  salvoes  at  his  birth. 

Nature  has  a  sense  of  humour,  so  she  deemed  it 

fair  and  good 
That  a  Hustler  should  be  greeted  in  her  finest 

hustling  mood  ; 
While  the  infant,  fiercely  leaping  in  an  ancient 

nurse's  arms, 
Quite  enjoyed  Dame  Nature's  series  of  excursions 

and  alarms. 

Soon  his  faculties  were  working,  and  so  very  keen 

were  these, 
Everyone  agreed  MacHurrish  picked  up  things 

with  wondrous  ease ; 
Picked  up  crumbs  of  lore  and  learning,  though  the 

greatest  of  his  joys 
Was  ('tis  said)  when  he  was  picking  up  the  things 

of  other  boys ! 
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But — I  chant  it  to  his  credit — later  on  he  made 

amends, 
Prudent  and  discreet,  the  Hustler  never  stooped  to 

pick  up  friends ; 
As  a  tree  its  fruit  betrayeth,  by  their  friends  are 

men  known — which 
Is  my  simple  way  of  saying  all  MacHurrish's  were 

rich  ! 

In  my  Lady  Lof tie's  salon,  at  the  banquets  of  the 
Mayor, 

Was  MacHurrish  ever  absent?  Never,  he  was 
always  there  ; 

And  the  purpose  of  his  visits  in  the  end  became 
quite  clear, 

For  he  won  the  Mayor's  daughter  and  two  thou- 
sand pounds  a  year. 

Love's  distracting  business  over,  quenched  its 
evanescent  flame, 

Having  caught  a  wife,  MacHurrish  went  pursuing 
other  game  ; 

In  the  sport  that  now  attracted  his  alert,  deter- 
mined eyes, 

Men  and  markets  were  the  counters,  Fortune's 
self  the  dazzling  prize  ! 

Working  late  and  rising  early,  one  great  truth  his 

life  affirms — 
This  :    that  only  punctual  sparrows  catch  the  still 

more  punctual  worms ; 
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One  great  truth  and  yet  another  :  this,  that  only 

hustling  zeal 
Could  have  worked  that  dual  corner  in  green  figs 

and  cochineal. 

Spurred  by  unrestrained  ambition,  he  determined 

next  to  mix, 
Through  a  borough  nursed  adroitly,  in  the  maze  of 

politics ; 
And  so  well  he  served  his  party  that,  to  crown  his 

closing  years, 
To  the  House  of  Lords  they  sent  him,  there  to 

hustle  blase  peers. 

But  alas!  the  air  was  chilly,  and  it  grieved  him 
much  to  bear 

All  day  long  the  frozen  horror  of  the  Vere  de 
Vere-like  stare  ;— 

Soon  'twas  whispered  Lord  MacHurrish  had  for- 
got his  ancient  knack— 

Where's  the  fun  of  hustling  people  who  decline  to 
hustle  back? 

Like  his  peers  he  tried  to  amble  at  a  foolish  jog- 
trot pace, 

But  his  heart  was  slowly  breaking  in  the  dulness  of 
the  place ; 

So,  since  there  was  none  remaining  to  appreciate 
his  worth, 

Time,  the  Oldest  Hustler,  hustled  poor  MacHur- 
rish off  the  earth  ! 


That  I  have  friends — a  number — who 


'  Show  off  ' — without  the  need  of  prodding  ! 


PRODDING    PROHIBITED 

(Under  the  new  regime  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  the 
practice  ot  prodding  certain  of  the  animals  to  make 
them  "show  ott  "  will  be  prohibited. — Daily  paper.) 

I've  always  dearly  loved  to  see— 
The  keeper's  rod  the  feat  abetting— 

The  lemur  leap  from  tree  to  tree, 
The  ostrich  gaily  pirouetting ; 

But  dash'd  with  gall  is  now  my  cup, 
Life's  wine  no  longer  tastes  full-bodied, 

Since  at  the  Zoo  they've  posted  up  : 

'  The  animals  must  not  be  prodded  "  ! 

Ne'er  shall  the  grizzly,  cowering  'neath 

The  suasive  stick,  to  dance  be  smitten; 
Nor  any  lion  show  his  teeth 

To  reassure  me  I'm  a  Briton  ; 
The  leopard  shall  not  change  his  spots, 

The  tapir  trip  it  with  his  mate,  or 
The  cobra  tie  himself  in  knots, 

To  please  the  casual  spectator  ! 

The  slim  giraffe,  stiff-neck'd  and  proud, 
No  more  shall  dread  its  playful  keeper ; 

Nor  the  hyena  laugh  aloud, 

Fearing  the  next  prod  may  be  deeper ; 
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Beneath  no  titillating  touch 

Shall  elephantine  beasts  grow  nimble  ; 

Nor  shall  the  ' '  slithy  toves  ' '  and  such 

Respond  when  asked  to  "gyre  and  gimble"  ! 

But  though  my  tears  are  falling  free, 

And  threnodies  I  loosely  scatter, 
Since  creatures,  like  the  chimpanzee, 

Unless  they  choose,  no  more  will  chatter — 
I'm  glad  to  think,  as  from  the  Zoo 

Club  wards  my  lonesome  way  I'm  plodding, 
That   I   have  friends — a  number — who 

"  Show  off" — without  the  need  of  prodding  ! 


TO    A    POLITICAL    ANTHEA 

(For  whom  he  would  be  anything.) 

Bid  me  to  mix,  and  I  will  mix, 
With  thee,  sweetheart,  for  guide, 

Within  the  whirl  of  politics, 
No  matter  what  the  side. 

To  Tory  squires,  unbending,  stern, 

I'll  be  a  mentor  wise, 
If  thereby,  love,  I  may  discern 

Approval  in  thine  eyes. 

My  mind  to  compromise  I'll  give 

If  that's  the  latest  fad — 
And  posing  as  Conservative, 

I'll  be  at  heart  a  Had. 

I'd  even  clean  the  party  slate 

To  win  your  preference  ; 
Or  sit,  as  others  did  of  late, 

Gingerly  on  the  fence. 

No  jot  care  I  for  party  cry, 

Election  heat  I  ban  ; 
What  matter  party  ties  so  I 

Remain  thy  partisan. 

And  such  accommodating  views, 

O  peerless  maid  !  are  mine, 
I'll  wear  what  favour  thou  may'st  choose, 

If  so  I  capture  thine  ! 
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FEMININE    FIGURES 

Arithmetic,   'tis  well  to  shun, 

Of  puzzles  it  has  plenty  : 
For  instance,  I  was  twenty-one 

When  Madge  was  sweet  and  twenty. 

Old  Time,  as  fast  the  seasons  flew, 
Worked  on  me  with  his  leaven ; 

I  felt  the  weight  of  thirty-two 
When  Madge  was  twenty-seven. 

The  marvel  grew  to  huge  estate, 
Madge  proved  of  time  so  thrifty, 

Remaining  simple  thirty-eight 
Long  after  I'd  turned  fifty  ! 

My  brain  is  plunged  in  awful  whirls 

By  mathematics'  rigours, 
And  who  will  now  maintain  that  girls 

Have  no  control  of  figures? 
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YOU  NE.VLRI 
CANTElLL 
WHY  HE. 
LIED  TO 
HER 

HUSBAND 


Wonder. 

Will  comedies  by  Bernard  Shaw 
Attract  the  patrons  of  Old  Drury  ? 


WONDER ! 

I  heard  a  cheerful  poet  sing, 
To  ease  our  latter-day  dejection, 

About  an  age  when  everything 

Will,  more  or  less,  approach  perfection  ; 

He  sang  of  a  Millennium 

Devoid  of  blemish,  blot  or  blunder; 

But  will  it  ever  really  come? — 
I  wonder  ! 

Suppose  it  should  arrive,  will  Truth 
Be  prized  by  dullards  as  by  sages  ? 

And  ladies  past  the  bloom  of  youth 

With  candour  tell  you  wrhat  their  age  is? 

Will  company-promoters  cease 

To  pocket  perquisites  and  plunder? 

Will  shrews  leave  Benedicts  in  peace? — 
I  wonder  ! 

Will  melodrama  cease  to  draw, 

And  shall  we  miss  the  villain's  fury? 

Will  comedies  by  Bernard  Shaw 
Attract  the  patrons  of  Old  Drury? 

Or  shall  we  in  that  wondrous  age 

From  native  playwrights  break  asunder, 

Letting  the  Yankees  rule  our  stage? 
I  wonder ! 
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Will  merit  then  provide  the  key 

That  opes  the  literary  portal? 
Will  folk  still  rave  o'er  Mr.  C., 

And  think  Miss  So-and-So  immortal? 
Will  plagiarists  their  hands  withhold 

From  stealing  other  people's      thunder  "  ? 
And  will  the  log  no  more  be  rolled  ? — 
I  wonder ! 

Will  foolish  zeal  no  more  inflame 
The  bosoms  of  our  rival  factions? 

Will  all  forsake  the  party  game 
And  turn  to  livelier  attractions? 

Will  Love  consent  my  hopes  to  crown 
When  that  regime  we're  living  under? 

Will  charming  Laura  cease  to  frown  ? 
I  wonder  ! 


TO    THE    "SMART    SET' 

Chill  penury  obscures  my  view, 

Withholds  the  joy  on  which  my  heart's  set ; 
That's  why  I  can't  be  one  of  you, 

Resplendent  brethren  of  the  Smart  Set ! 

I  can  but  watch  you  from  afar, 

As  to  a  chorus  of  derison, 
You  flash,  much  like  a  shooting  star, 

Before  the  startled,  vulgar  vision. 

I'm  friendly  to  you,  more  or  less — 
In  fact,  I  cannot  choose  but  wonder 

At  those  who've  wasted  in  the  Press 
Against  you    ineffectual  thunder. 

Your  point  of  view,  once  understood, 
Reveals,  I  doubt  not,  charms  in  plenty; 

Who  would  not  find  existence  good 
Made  up  of  dolce  far  niente  ? 

Yes,  I  confess  it  would  be  nice 

Along  your  dallying  paths  to  amble  ; 

Headlong  to  plunge  in  smartest  vice — 
To  sneer  at  life,  at  "  Bridge  "  to  gamble; 
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To  overleap  Convention's  bar 
(Convention's  so  absurdly  local) ; 

To  scorch  in  flying  autocar, 

And  flatten  each  obstructing  yokel. 

To  frequent  Courts  where  judges  try 

What  prudes  would  call  unsavoury  cases ; 

To  learn  your  speech,  and  add  thereby 
Unto  my  mother  tongue  new  graces. 

And  when  I'd  run  the  gamut  o'er. 

Perch 'd  in  the  stalls,  a  smart  and  'cute  row, 
We'd  "  go  to  '  Jericho,'  "*  and  pore 

Upon  our  crimes  as  limned  by  Sutro. 

With  you  I'd  purse  a  scornful  lip, 
When  'gainst  us,  like  a  wild  tornado, 

Indignant  Marie  plied  her  whip, 
Or  Mistress  Grand  her  bastinado. 


Such  joys  to  me  are  quite  denied, 

Though  fondly  on  them  is  my  heart  set ; 

My  place  is  palpably  outside 
Your  charmed,  exclusive  pale,  O  Smart  Set ! 

*  The  Walls  of  Jericho,"  written  by  Mr.  Alfred 
Sutro,  and  played  at  the  Garrick  Theatre,  waa  designed 
as  a  satire  upon  the  so-called  "  Smart  Set." 


LOVE    IN    SUBURBIA 

Dear  Honor,  Love,  whom  all  obey, 

Has  thrilled  me  through   and  through 
Each  moment  of  the  livelong  day 

I'm  yearning,  dear,  for  you. 
I'm  glad,  I  really  am,  indeed, 

I  can  thus  boldly  speak, 
.Nor  let  concealment  slowly  feed 

Upon  my  bearded  cheek. 

I  lay  my  fortune  at  your  feet — 

It  is  not  great,  I  own ; 
I  have  no  countryside  retreat 

With  ivy  overgrown  ; 
So  far  as  rank  goes  there  is  naught 

To  which  I  make  pretence — 
But  in  the  suburbs  I  have  bought 

A  charming  residence  ! 

My  villa,  dear,  I  must  admit, 
Although  select  and  neat, 

Has  little  to  distinguish  it 
From  others  in  the  street ; 

Only  two  lions  at  the  gate- 
Two  curious  beasts  in  stone — 

Will  give  our  love-nest  an  ornate 
Distinction  of  its  own  ! 
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When  in  this  nook,  dear  heart,  we  live, 

Life  shall  be  free  from  ills, 
Our  villa's  stuccoed  front  shall  give 

Us  nice  aesthetic  thrills  ; 
And  if  intenser  joys  you  seek, 

You  can  admire  your  gowns, 
Pluming  yourself  they're  far  more  chic 

Than  Mrs.   Cranleigh   Brown's ! 

The  Literary  Institute 

I'll  honour  with  a  "  sub.," 
And  you  shall  gather  gossip's  fruit 

Inside  the  Ladies'  Club  : 
Attuned  to  Life's  strict  monotone 

Within  our  suburb  small, 
We  shall  not  dream,  outside  our  own, 

There  is  a  world  at  all  ! 


Hibernation. 

In  cosv  nooks,  like  dormice.1' 


HIBERNATION 

When  comes  the  chilly  weather, 

I  learn,  with  envy  deep, 
For  weeks  and  months  together 

Some  beasts  curl  up  and  sleep ; 
And  scientific  pages 

'Say  they  lie  thus  perdu 
To  'scape  the  Winter's  rages — 
The  plan,  I'm  thinking,  sage  is, 

Extremely  so,  don't  you? 

So  snug  and  nice  the  plan  is 

To  hibernating  brute, 
And  most  unlucky  Man  is 

That  he  can't  follow  suit; 
For  when  the  days  are  drizzly, 

I  would  it  were  my  lot 
To  be  a  torpid  "  grizzly," 
And  wake  up  when,  at  Bisley, 

They  cheer  the  champion  shot ! 

'Twere  pleasant,  when  frosts  form  ice 

In  household  pipes,  to  lie 
In  cosy  nooks,  like  dormice, 

With  ne'er  a  plumber  nigh  ; 
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No  longer  shiv'ring  martyrs 

To  dark  December's  frowns, 
We'd  lie  in  winter  quarters 
Till  all  the  "  likely  starters  " 
Had  left  for  Epsom  Downs  ! 

When  fog  is  semi-solid, 

And  firm  the  price  of  coal, 
How  nice  to  lie  as  stolid 

As  badger  in  his  hole ; 
If  thus  you  could  adapt  your 

Old  ways  to  those  I  sing, 
You  might,   in  drowsy   rapture, 
Leave  early  birds  to  capture 

The  first  lean  worms  of  Spring ! 

Deep  in  our  dens  and  burrows, 

We  should  not  wander  thence, 
Though  some  ploughed  lonely  furrows, 

And  some  sat  on  the  fence — 
I  pause,  for  Madge  is  waiting, 

The  ice,  I  hear  her  say, 
Is  safe  enough  for  skating — 
This  talk  of  hibernating 

We'll  leave,  I  think,  to-day! 


RETURNED    LETTERS 

Though,  scornful  maid,  at  morn  and  eve 
"  Returns  "  my  letter  box  encumber, 
I'm  not  accustomed  to  receive 

At  one  fell  swoop  so  huge  a  number ; 
When  editors,  more  prompt  than  wise, 

Please  with  rejections  to  offend  me, 
Their  missives  come  as  "  single  spies," 

But  you  a  whole  battalion  send  me. 

I  turn  the  fading  sheets  that  tell 

The  doleful  tale  of  vanished  favour ; 
The  sentiments  read  rather  well, 

They  have  a  literary  flavour. 
Perhaps  you  thought  they'd  serve  anew 

When  I  indite  another's  praises, 
Forgetting  how  I  quite  eschew 

Vain  repetition,  hackneyed  phrases! 

Why  you  returned  them's  hard  to  see— - 

Although  I  wrote  them  con  amore, 
They're  not  of  further  use  to  me, 

But  you — that's  quite   another  story. 
Suppose  some  day  by  strong  desire 

For  fame  in  fiction  you  are  smitten, 
Here's  fuel  for  romance's  fire, 

A  lover's  speeches  ready  written  ! 
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Were  I  a  Yankee  millionaire — 

The  chance  of  which  is  rather  slender — 
I'd  make  this  world  a  palace  fair, 

And  life  a  round  of  dazzling  splendour, 
And  not,  as  now,  a  drab  affair — 
Were  I  a  Yankee  millionaire. 


Beneath  the  Pyramids  I'd  hold 

My  Jerry-Builders'  Annual  Lecture, 

Where  a  professor  should  unfold 
The  elements  of  architecture ; 

I'd  banish  villadom's  despair, 

Were  I  a  Yankee  millionaire  ! 


I'd  found  a  beautiful  Retreat 

For  Humorists  whose  stock-in-trade  is 
Japes  on  constabulary  feet, 

And  gibes  at  those  long-suff'ring  ladies 
Whose  daughters  marriage  tokens  wear — 
Were  I  a  Yankee  millionaire  ! 
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At  Oxford  and  at  Cambridge,  then— 
This  of  my  notions  is  the  oddest — 
For  supercilious,  smart  young  men, 
To  learn  the  art  of  being  modest, 
I  would  endow  a  special  chair- 
Were  I  a  Yankee  millionaire  ! 

I'd  subsidise  a  rustic  crew 

Whose  staple  talk  is  crops  and  weather, 
And  let  them  loose  on  people  who 

Spin  shoppy  yarns  for  hours  together  : 
All  cranks  and  prigs  would  badly  fare, 
Were  I  a  Yankee  millionaire  ! 

Some  always  say  their  country's  wrong, 
And  get  their  views  in  papers  quoted, 

For  such  I'd  build  a  Hall  of  Song, 
To  patriotic   "  turns  "   devoted  :  — 

Alas,  for  castles  in  the  air  ! 

No  Yankee  I,  nor  millionaire  ! 


A    SCIENTIFIC    WOOER 

"  Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes  " — 

And  if  you  happen  to  survive  a 
So  curious  potion,  pray  advise 

How  it  affects  the  conjunctiva  ! 
This  problem,  which  my  mind  absorbs, 

A  veritable  Gordian  knot  is  : 
How  can  maids  swallow  with  their  orbs  ? 

Where's  the  protecting  epiglottis? 

"  I  sent  thee  late  a  rosy  wreath  " 

For  Science'  sake,  my  Seraphina, 
And  hope  you  noticed  underneath 

Those  buds  of  rosa  damascena. 
No  high-flown  zeal  my  soul  uplifts, 

And  as  for  ardour,  I've  not  got  any  :  — 
I  simply  send  you  floral  gifts 

To  help  you  forward  with  your  botany ! 


Marvellous  Adventures. 
1  Some  distant  doorstep  I  would  choose. 


"  MARVELLOUS    ADVENTURES  " 


The  life  around  him  was  forgot, 
The  traffic  roared — he  heard  it  not — 

The  crowd  passed  by  him  all  unheeding  ; 
And  though  the  bitter  wind  of  March 
Blew  shrewdly  through  that  draughty  arch, 

It  irked  him  not — he  went  on  reading. 


"  Ah  me  !"  I  cried,  "  what  learning  wide 
Were  mine,  had  I  in  youth  applied 

To  Latin  verbs,  and  roots,  and  gerunds, 
One  half  the  zeal  this  imp  employs!" 
Methought  he  seemed  one  of  those  boys 

That  tradesmen  keep  to  run  their  errands  ! 


His  reading  brought  a  subtle  joy 
To  that  slow-footed  errand  boy, 

With  magic  charm  it  filled  his  head  full ; 
The  boon  he  craved  was  not  refused  : 
Romance  was  his,  as  he  perused 

The  pages  of  his  "  penny  dreadful !" 
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As  o'er  and  o'er,  and  through  and  through 
He  read  it,  deeds  of  derring  do 

Before  his  spellbound  vision  flashed  up ; 
The  doughty  knight  of  dauntless  soul 
Performed  prodigious  feats,  and  whole 

Hosts  of  the  foe  were  freely  smashed  up  ! 


That  urchin  read  with  added  zest 
How  in  the  wonder-working  West 

Some  craven  loon  they  would  with  tar  paint ; 
And  on  the  next  page  he  began 
To  stalk  the  stealthy  Mohican, 

And  scalp  the  Choctaw,  fresh  with  war  paint ! 


He  next  struck  on  a  homelier  trail, 

Saw  "  Starlight  Tom  "  hold  up  the  mail, 

And  seize  the  chest  containing  millions. 
Heroic  Tom  !     He  left,  'twas  said, 
The  driver  and  the  guard  for  dead , 

Not  mentioning  the  two  postillions ! 


Responsive  to  his  author's  moods, 
He  read — that  wondrous  boy — of  feuds 

To  sanguinary  conflicts  tending  ; 
Of  men  who  settled  little  tiffs 
Upon  the  parlous  edge  of  cliffs — 

A   "sickening  thud  "  the  chapter  ending! 
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Anon  the  buccaneer  again 

Sailed  proudly  o'er  the  Spanish  Main, 

And  ships,  affrighted,  flew  before  him ; 
And  on  the  bridge  the  lad  espied 
The  pirate  skipper  in  his  pride, 

The  "  skull  and  crossbones  "  flying  o'er  him  I 

I  thought  again  :   Could  I  but  steal 
A  fraction  of  this  youngster's  zeal 

The  fire  of  life  would  glow  intenser ; 
Some  distant  doorstep  I  would  choose, 
And  there  delightedly  peruse 

My  Ibsen,  Mill  and  Herbert  Spencer! 


SUBURBIA    INDIGNANT 

(At  the  time  of  the  building  of  the  suburb  of  Burling- 
wick,  S.W.,  a  playful  proposal  was  made  that  it  should 
be  reserved  as  far  as  possible  for  intellectual  people.) 

I  keep  my  Clapham  free  from  speck, 

I'm  Streatham's  monitress  and  queen ; 
I  rule  the  roast  at  Tooting  Bee, 

My  sway  is  felt  at  Turnham  Green. 
For  those  who  heed  not  my  decrees 

My  punishments  are  sure  and  quick, 
And  dire  shall  be  the  fate  of  these 

Who  flout  me  with  their  Burlingwick. 

Vainly  their  labour  shall  be  spent, 

Since  stubbornly  their  hearts  are  set 
Against  my  code  of  precedent, 

My  little  laws  of  etiquette. 
The  wiser  builder  know7s  I  grieve 

Whene'er  it  is  my  lot  to  see 
Aught  in  his  villas  to  relieve 

Their  rigid  uniformity. 

An  intellectual  suburb?  Stuff! 

A  colony  of  culture?  Fools  ! 
That  man  has  intellect  enough 

Who  moulds  his  conduct  on  my  rules — 
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Those  parchment  laws  which  I  devise 
To  keep  my  folk  in  proper  trim  ; 

Their  heads  parochially  wise, 
Their  mien  monotonously  prim ! 

And  what  if  alien  eyes  detect 

A  sameness  in  my  choicest  bowers? 
The  dwellings  faithfully  reflect 

The  tenant's  intellectual  powers ! 
For  mediocrity's  my  due 

Wherever  mortar  weds  with  brick ; 
And  what  is  reverenced  at  Kew 

Shall  not  be  scorned  at  Burlingwick ! 


SADIES*  SANDALS 

With  Sadie  to  be  up-to-date 

Is  life's  sole  art  and  science  ; 
Whatever  Fashion  may  dictate 

From  Sadie  wins  compliance ; 
To  maids  like  her  with  modish  dreams 

A  highly  useful  mem.  it  is  : 
To  follow  Fashion  to  extremes, 

And  even  to  "  extremities  "  ! 

In  proof  whereof  I  would  confide 

This  instance  of  her  daring  : 
Her  dainty  shoes  she's  cast  aside, 

And  sandals  she  is  wearing. 
Alas  !  the  hint  is  meant  for  me, 

Whose  hopes  have  long  been  fruitless ; 
She  wills  my  passion  e'er  must  be, 

As  now  her  feet  are — "  bootless  "  ! 
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DISILLUSION 

We  dream'd  'twas  Hymen's  stratagem 

In  bonds  unbreakable  to  knit  us ; 
'  Two  buds  upon  a  single  stem  ' ' 

Was  just  the  simile  to  fit  us  ; 
That  land  where  Love's  white  lilies  grew 

I've  often  tried  to  rediscover; 
And,  Adela,  I'm  hoping  you 

Think  sometimes  of  your  early  lover. 

In  those  dear  days,  when  things  went  wrong, 

And  peevish  Fortune  started  frowning, 
We  found  our  remedy  in  Song — 

We  lived  on  Tennyson  and  Browning. 
Your  voice,  reciting  "  Locksley  Hall," 

Entranced  my  ear  with  cadence  mellow ; 
And  once  or  twice,  you  may  recall, 

I  proved  I  understood  ' '  Bordello  !  ' ' 

At  length,  by  Love  bemused,  I  too 
With  the  desire  to  sing  was  smitten ; 

I  even  dared  to  offer  you 

The  simple  stanzas  I  had  written. 

Was  it  some  blemish  marr'd  my  rhyme, 
And  on  your  nice  ear  harshly  grated? 

Or  did  you  fear  that  for  all  time 

Poets  with  penury  were  mated? 
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I  know  that  something  dimmed  my  star, 

That  love  was  slain  by  harsh  dissensions ; 
I  also  know  that  now  you  are 

A  willing  slave  to  the  conventions. 
Our  lives  are  sheeplike,  yours  and  mine, 

Each  on  a  level  pasture  browses  ; 
Never  the  poets'  headstrong  wine 

We  drink  with  our  respective  spouses. 

We've  reached  the  land,  and  though  it's  "  dry," 

Upon  dry  land  you're  safe  from  drowning  ; 
O'er  Tennyson  no  more  you  sigh, 

And  I  have  quite  forgotten  Browning. 
And  if  we  met,  perhaps  you'd  say 

Poetic  rapture  somewhat  crude   is, 
Then  ask  me  in  a  casual  way 

If  I  had  read  the  last  from  Mudie's  ! 


DESIDERATA 

0  nymph  or  fairy,  sylph  or  sprite, 
Who  hold  to  Fortune's  store  the  key  ! 

When  scattering  boons  for  men's  delight, 

1  really  think  next  time  you  might 

Remember  met 

Not  that  I  have  the  wish  or  will 

To  rank  with  steel  or  copper  ' '  kings  ' ' ; 
The  part,  I  fear,  I  could  not  fill, 
Lacking  the  necessary  skill 

To  "  corner  "  things. 

I  only  ask  you  to  provide 

A  nice  sufficiency  of  pelf, 
So  that,  when  duns  are  satisfied, 
There'll  be  a  margin  fairly  wide 
Left  for  myself ! 

Some  would  a  Park  Lane  palace  win, 
A  little  cot  would  suit  my  needs ; 
Let  it  be  far  from  city  din, 
A  few  choice  flowers  without — within 
A  few  choice  ' '  weeds  ' ' ! 
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And  on  my  well  selected  list 

Of  friends — a  dozen  and  no  more — 
Let  there  be  no  monologist, 
No  person  with  a  mental  twist, 
No  crank  or  bore. 

One  further  boon  !     Since  you're  aware 

That  lonely  joys  have  rapid  wings, 
From  your  bureau  of  maidens  fair, 
Send  on  the  comeliest,  to  share 

All  these  good  things  ! 


BALLADE    OF    THE    JESTER 

Lady,  'tis  mine  with  tripping  rhyme, 

Sub-acid  jest  and  satire  gay, 
To  prick  the  bubbles  of  the  time, 

Follies  to  flout  and  fools  to  flay  ; 

'Tis  mine  to  study  night  and  day 
Whom  next  my  nimble  shaft  may  hit ; — 

In  brief,  to  choose  what  objects  may 
Be  targets  for  the  jester's  wit ! 

The  private  member's  trust  sublime 

That  in  the  House  He'll  get  a  say  ; 
The  minor  bard  who  dreams  he'll  climb 

Those  dizzy  heights  whence  Alfred  A. 

Pours  his  not  too  spontaneous  lay  : 
Loquacious  people  in  the  pit 

Who  kill  one's  interest  in  the  play — 
Are  targets  for  the  jester's  wit ! 

All  City  sharps  who  slily  lime 

Their  twigs  to  catch  the  City  jay ; 

The  skittish  dame  long  past  her  prime 
With  scandal's  whispers  too  au  fait. 
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Facetious  folk  whose  japes  betray 
A  lack  of  sparkle,  point  and  grit ; 

Sir  Oracles,  and  such  as  they  ;— 
Are  targets  for  the  jester's  wit ! 


L  ENVOI. 


Lady,  thine  eyes  my  light  thoughts  slay, 
And  I  become — oh,  doom  most  fit! 

My  shafts  by  Cupid  stol'n  away— 
Target  for  other  jesters'  wit ! 


Ballade  of  the  Jester. 

"  And  I  become — 

Target  for  other  jesters'  wit. 
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